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disappointed. He was a plump, fresh-faced, bourgeois-look-
ing officer in well-cut overalls and patent-leather boots,
with a fine blonde moustache and a long amber cigarette-
holder to match. His grey eyes were full of humour.

" I am afraid I must ask you some unpleasant questions
about this passport," he said. " Did you forge my name ? "

" Indeed I didn't, sir. I wouldn't dream of doing such
a thing."

" How do you account for it being in your possession ? "

I remained silent.

" Who forged my name ? "

" May I look ? " I said. " Is that really your signa-
ture ?"

" It's a very good imitation. With it you could easily
have left the country."

*c What an idiot I was not to use it! " I said with
unfeigned annoyance. " I bought it from a chance
acquaintance in the bazaar, but I never attached much
importance to it."

" You made a mistake. It is of great importance. Of
very serious importance to you, I fear. Where have you
been living all these weeks ? "

" I was living in the rains near the Fatih Mosque," I
said glibly. *c I used to lunch and dine at various cafes
in the city : a different one every day."

Djevad Bey considered this statement.

" You must have had some extraordinary adventures !"

" Oh, no."

" There are many spies in Constantinople," he con-
tinued* " We hang some of them, when we catch them.
Others you may meet during your stay here, unless, of
course, a court martial decides that you are to serve your
sentence in the Criminal Jail."
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